JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT
Orleans, she had actually seen a little shrunken old lady arrive
at the Cathedral there in a sedan chair. She was carried up
the steps, but dismounted in the portico, and entered the cathe-
dral on foot.
C. also told me that the front row of the chorus at the big
music-halls were usually femmes entretenues, and very exigeantes
with the perruquier and other officials, who dared not cross them.
She also told me about rehearsals of ballets, and of the rows
thereat, and how the regisseur would throw up the thing in
disgust, and retire to his den, and then all the women would
follow and kiss and cajole him to come back again. Then a
pause, and one could hear his step descending the stairs, and
peace was restored.
I did no work again to-day.    Couldn't concentrate.
Saturday, November Jth*
The domestique says it froze last night. I have a cold, caught
in the omnibus last night.
Couldn't work again to-day. But in the afternoon I was
determined to do something, and I cleared off all my corre-
spondence, etc., which always accumulates in my periods of
idleness; it is only when I am busy that I can find time to
write letters. This business took nearly 3 hours, and after it
I felt rather more virtuous. I dined at Mrs. D's and her sister
Mrs. L. was there.
They were talking about an old lady who had fallen violently
in love with a young man, really very violently. He wouldn't
marry her, because he was too proud to have it said that he, a
poor young man, had married a rich old woman for her money.
On the other hand she wouldn't have an irregular liaison. So
they live together platonically in the same house* It was under-
stood that if he left her the desertion would kill her. At the
moment the old lady is dying, not expected to recover.
They both said that they could see no more objection to a
man taking money from a woman than a woman taking it from
a man.
Sunday, November 8th.
To-day I managed to concentrate pretty nearly all day, till
9.30 p.m. on my story, and I collected a few decent ideas for
it. I saw no one to speak to except my domestique, in the
124